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This is a complete translation of Gozo Yoshimasu’s book of poems, 
Osirisu, ishi.no kami, which was published by Shichdsha in 1984. 

Some of the translations appeared elsewhere: the title poem, ‘‘Osiris, 
the God of Stone,’’ in The Literary Review (Vol. 30, No. 2), and **Went 
into a Red Wall,’’ ‘‘Weaver Girl,’’? “‘Shiva, Shiiba,’’ and ‘‘Koma, 
Koma,’’ in Bomb (Summer 1986). 

The essay, ‘‘A Note on Prose and Poetry, or Translating G6zo Yoshi- 
masu’s Poetry,’’ appeared in somewhat different form in *‘Here and 
Now— in New York,’’ the biweekly column I write for The Mainichi Daily 
News. 


I wish to thank Robert Fagan for reading these translations and helping 
me improve them. I am equally grateful to Yoko Danno for reading them, 
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OSIRIS, THE GOD OF STONE . 


/s 


i: 


ney S 


Osiris, the God of Stone 


Past what is called ANAMUSHI Pass, and as far as NI- 
JOZAN, I was gritting my teeth, thinking. Is that an ancient 
mausoleum, there are several hilly mounds, the electric train 
was almost on the prefectural border between OSAKA and 
NARA. 

This is a tomb, I thought, and ancient, Egyptian, an aged 
couple I saw ina movie floated up, and they talked to me. What 
occured in a movie, today, now, had risen to its feet. 

The old couple talked to me, Our child, our only son, is a 
prodigal son, you see, and as security for his gambling has, 
finally, sold off the tomb we are supposed to go to, when we 
a 

I came to, and I was gritting my teeth, and was in the car. 
I came to, because the train had begun to go down the moun- 
tain and increased its speed. 

To NIJOZAN Station, it’s now only ten seconds or fifteen 
seconds, and I, recognizing another border coming in from 
the window, in a great hurry drove my ballpoint pen, was 


driving my ballpoint pen. 


If you go out of the one-stationman station and turn right, 
there’s NIJOZAN in front of you. 

This is a double mountain of green, cheeks red, that soft 
round mountain, was in the Egyptian couple who whispered I 
don’t know, Osiris, Osiris, the woman (?), so called, the god, 
was by the roadside. 

It was amystery, the father and mother (parents), even with 
their house after death sold off, by their prodigal son, weren't 
sorrowing. 

We have no place to go after death, but we no longer care. 
And they walked away, they did, along a path in me, by a rock 
cliff. 

On the roadside, waiting for a taxi perhaps, a young, but 
that was a lavender blouse, wasn’t it, a woman, Is that beau- 
tiful mountain with double eyelids NIJOZAN .. . I asked her, 
and laughed. And talked a little, and from there, went back to 


the station. 
I no longer care. 
I am not a native of this place. 


Osiris. 


It was a lavender blouse. 


A beautiful mountain. 


Down a narrow path, I walked to the station. I have about 
thirty minutes, to the next train. The one-stationman station 
man is talking to a woman, who appears to be someone from 
the neighborhood, about money about the house he built. 
Listening, I stepped down to the crossing, and trying not to be 
seen, picked up two stones, and having picked them up, 


hurriedly put them in my bag. 


I crossed to the other side, to the platform, sat on a 
wooden bench, a roofed bench, and began to write, and a 
green Soft beautiful mountain is peering at me. Sitting there, I, 
again, singlemindedly had begun to write. 

I came to, perhaps because the train began to come down 
the mountain, added to its speed, and came in, flustered, I 
grabbed my belongings, tried to get in the car, but the wooden 
bench wouldn't get off me, the metal hanger for my suit got 
into a crack in the wooden bench, and was caught. 

I came to, and the wooden piece was broken, and was 
standing. I added strength, ran into the car, and beyond the 
window the wooden piece of the wooden bench was broken 
and was standing. The wood, broken, had become erect. 

I was assaulted by an emotion like anger, and because of 
that, the one-stationman’ s station, its view, left a light (view?) 
like an illusory world in the water. 

Gritting his teeth and writing, that was me, the wood had 


been broken and had risen to its feet. 


Again, the ancient Egyptian, the aged couple’ s voice began 


to be heard. 


We no longer care, our prodigal son.... 
It was a lavender blouse. 


A beautiful mountain. 


Am [ a narrator. Sitting in a seat, I (who was sitting, on the 
wooden bench of NIJOZAN Station)? (Or someone) that 


sitting, figure, who? 


The wood had been broken and had risen to its feet. 
Around it, a snake was circling. With two stones swallowed 


in its stomach, quietly, a snake was circling. 


Went into a Red Wall 


Blistering hot August, a red wall reflected in my eyes. 
Beyond the river, no iron bridge spanning. How do they weigh 
the total tonnage. Began to pull up my, eyesight. Beyond the 
river, a soaring red well, into its inner depths a sculpture has 
crept and is running, I see its light. 

I see its light. 

The width of the river in the mountains is about fifty meters, 
the riverbed three meters down the bank? 

I am a surveyor, along the river, I am a surveyor. 

A flood passed over the riverbed of the river, was that last 
night? Or further back yesterday morning? I talked to the 
grass and trees coated by sand and soil and shining, waver- 
ing toward downstream. 

I, an operator? Am I an operator? 

Angry like a python? Fertile? I measured the height of 
the flood, that passed whether last night or yesterday morn- 
ing, and you, lady, are a meter and seventy-five centimeters. 
I feel your hot breath, on my back on my legs on my thighs 
on my chest on my spine .. . as if unsheathing itself, it lifted 


its body, and putting its body up the banks it left. 


Am [ a lifeguard of rivers? A lifeguard? Don’t know. 

By my side stands a monument for the repose of the souls of 
sweetfish, and I’m surprised by its voice. 

Going near, our voices too become whispering gentle. Go- 
ing near it, the voices of delicately gleaming small fish and 
fish began to be heard. We were for a while touching, and 
holding, the image of a clear stream. 

A thing of sand? A thing of sand? 

At that moment, I became low, became a hillock, became a 
small voice, was touching a sweetfish and the cheek of a 
sweetfish, became sand, I flowed? 

And, turning to look, the great red wall on the further bank, 
leaning toward this bank, by one meter or two meters, flint 
fire, the mien of a flame—, in its depths several universes, 
comets too, bears too, and the birdstone who was in my palm 


too, were leaping in the sky of the red wall. 


KOZA upstream, a mysterious place where a great sheet 


of wall rises. 


Small fish, smallfee, 


shee, there small fish. 


August 1 Ith. 


I went into a red wall. 


Ossified King 


Is KomMaA Station in this direction? Kooma Station? 


My inquiring voice, riding the engine, from HACHIOJI, 
passed HAKONEGASAKI, lifted down my other half, at NA- 
KASU, where a flood had passed, leaving its marks a disturbed 
voice, put my left arm on the window, finished coming down 
the passes, several of them, Ah, here, too, another small 
Arcadia, I mumbled, I found such towns, several of them, as I 
came. 

My voice, a stone’s voice? 

Because yesterday’s quiet evening darkness was, counting 
from now, only seventeen hours ago, I crossed a small bridge 
(KOBASHI), turned to look, turned to see how many tents 
on the river bank, what color, and in the evening darkness, 
saw a king sleeping supine. 

He’s a king, yes he’s a king? 

Ossified voice, a stone’s voice? 

Several days ago, in the mountains of KUMANo where my 
novelist friend took me, I had gone into a red wall I saw (that 
soared in the bottom of my eyes), and had came out of it. It 


was me (not my other half) who was sealed in and came out. 


A bird-stone (ishi no tori) was in the sky above the red wall, 
several bodies of sculpture, several universes too, comets 
too bears too were in the red wall. 

A blind king, ossified king. 

When I passed HAKONEGASAKI, that was YOKOTA and an 
eye was pulling. 

A surveyor pulls, summer weeds? 

I’m the military trucks that grazed past my cheek when I 
was a boy. Many of them, many of them, trucks ran away 
swirling up dust to expand the landing strip. Flying in the 
shadow of summer weeds, a small-scale B36. Grazing past 


my cheek, a surveyor’s hat? Or a white leg, reflects on a stone. 


The landing strip is a glittering summer fossil. 


Who’s that, Nebuchadnezzar? 


By the roadside of that pathway, I was surely standing 
gripping stones. Everytime I quietly cross a small bridge 
(KOBASHI) in the depths of my memory, I turn to look. As if 
to circle the root of the tree I mumble, This is a mysterious 
echo. The whisper of the root of a tree, the whisper of what 


turns into stone. 


NEKABU (root stump?) or HAKONEGASAKI 


(The Cape of HAKONE) 


Root, 


Stump? 


Is Koma Station in this direction? My own voice that was 
inquiring that still rings near my ears. To the ears of the three 
young people whose hair was punk, evening, my voice was 
heard, surely (KOMA). 

Cheeks a little red, eyes a little slipping, we slipped past 
each other, because the distance between me and the young 


woman was about forty centimeters. I smelled her cosmetics. 


Toward the mountain. Going far, I think of queens. 


Ah, now, it’s about time the electric train of Tobu is almost 


on the pass. 


Weaver Girl 


Teru-san! Teru-san! 

Toward the evening of a day when an autumn rain’s fierce 
(Must be the forerunner of a typhoon), as if lured into the call 
of the mountain depths, I took the Chuo Line, with my other 
half giving a reactive momentum with a leg, stepping on the 
brake, shaking the car. 

A small black shadow. Fifteen to sixteen hours ago, I was 
handed at the exit of the subway a handbill ‘‘YOBari Mine 
Survives,’’ the two miners who were on both sides of the exit, 
the wavering of their bodies, (That’s it!) with the bodies of 
those two remaining at the bottom of my eyes, (time) began to 
flow. 

Lured into the call of the mountain depths, the autumn rain 
was fierce. 

From the watershed farther inside there was the call of 
DAIBOSATSU (GREAT BODDHISATVA) Pass. In the rain, when 
I was walking ahead imagining the shape of a mountain 
that doesn’t exist in this universe, the rain struck my hood like 
pebbles, and I turned into the shape of the mountain that 
doesn’t exist. 

The shape of the mountain, the rain striking the hood (thin 


burzon). The two stones put in my bag. Together, I got off at 
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the station of ISHIGAMIMAE (STONE GOD FRONT), and on 
foot, went as far as the median point (attracted by the sound 


of the water force), shining bridge? 


shining 


, bridge 


Looking through the dim light, (KUMONBASHI), bridge of 
illusory rings, I went ahead across the (walkway) bridge. One 
person gave all his body to the auxiliary brake. One stepped 
(on) double. And, the YUBARI men standing at the shaft 
entrance to go to the underground shaft, the two faintly drew a 
sash in the air. 

About this time the ‘‘down’’ conductor’s room is close to 
Ome and dyed a flower color? 

The mountain weaves. 

(KUMONBASHI), stretching my hands, the railing touches 
my hands. From ISHIGAMINOMAE (an unmanned station), 
lured by the water force into the fierce rain, shining bridge, 
KUMONBASHI, upstream, downstream I walked on the 
bridge, peered into the place of depth. Shine voice. 

Staying in the middle, I don’t know why, because there was 
no one looking, I jumped several times. Conjuring the faint 
shape of the non-existent mountain one hundred meters be- 
low—the rain striking my hood. 

The autumn rain fierce, 


the mountain weaving. 


At ISHIGAMIMAE stood a mailbox (setthkement box). The 
unmanned station was wet in the autumn rain. Long ago, 
standing in the smell of several hundred tons of lime, blue 
flowers, shellfish too fossils of fish too, the OME Line went 
down the mountain bit by bit. 

Two wooden benches remained, I went up to the next 
FUTAMATAO Station, bought a can of beer, and sitting on the 
wooden bench forty to fifty minutes, thinking. At that time I 


didn’t know. 


ISHIGAMIMAE, which was once a resting spot next to a 


dark mountain. 


Teru-san! Teru-san! 


Teru-san! Teru-san! 

Echoing from the red wall perhaps, it’s the call from the 
depths of the mountain. The voice of weaver girl in my 
memory (Teruko-san?). 

FUTAMATAO, tail between the thighs? 

Last night I came across a freight train, twice. 

Was that now freight? With an umbrella, who was it that 
came to visit? 

Chasing the desire to go far away, with an umbrella, the 
person by the track. 

Why did we get on it together. (Shimoyama-san?) there was 


wooden bench, acliff on one side, I was at ISHIGAMIMAE like a 
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study, next “‘up,’’ ah, Light (the electric train) ran in, and I 
was lured into it. Looking at three girls coming in the 
next door, if I judged on the spot, if those girls were gone 
from this station, ISHIGAMIMAE would become quiet I should 
have known, but I was lured into it, and went in on the ‘‘up”’ 
Light. 

High school freshmen just about, the three girls melted into 
the light inside the car. 

Mine truck? 

On the roadbed a pebble’s voice, I looked up many times at 
the skirt wet with water. 

Mine truck, 

Torokko? 


Teru-san! Teru-san! 
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Shiva, Shiiba 


The man-made lake had swallowed the whole family and is 
shining, they must be cold 
Autumn leaves (rotten leaves), two, or three 
“Hello .., hello ...”’ 
Asleep in the backyard of a forest, the Lord Buddha 
of the village, the Lord Buddha carved in wood 
Word of which country, ‘‘Ashura, Ashura,’’ the voice echoing 
in the depth of the telephone receiver 
“Ashura, Ashura’ 
“‘Hello.., hello...’ 


Chatter of the beasts, the monkey (the swift one), the moon ring 
(the bear), afloat in the dead silence of autumn, word- 
less girls 

Making a fire, smells making a house 

To the straw roof winter comes 

‘‘Kanta, kanta, kanta...’’ 
The mountain depths, having been dyed lavender, is a hairy 
universe 
Moutain Woman passed by 
and whispered to me 
Word of which country 
Ashura... Asura 

““Hello...hello... hell...” 

The wind rings, in the dead silence of autumn 

The mountain makes a fire, the smells make a house 
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’ 


““Oraa, oraa, oraa...’ 
“‘Kanta, kanta, kanta’’ 
Ah 
Maddening, dove the cooer 
The mountain makes a fire, the daughters are absorbed in 
washing their hair 
Coming to the mountain hut and resting, Shiva? Shiiba? 
The man-made lake had swallowed the whole family and 
is shining, they’ve got to be cold 
The god of the village is the god of the mountain, the god of the 
mountain is the god of the village 
“‘Tatsuko, Tatsuko’’ 
“‘Kanta, kanta, kanta...’ 


’ 


Soon the winter will come, the winter will come 


A beautiful wooden ship will come and dream 

The lake’s 

sinking the lake bottom 

The lake’s 

lake bottom, sink 

The lake’s 

sinking the lake bottom, the lake’s, sinking the fields and 
paddies, the lake’s, house-building, sink, the lake’s, 
sinking the underground railroad with a terrifying 
weight, the lake’s, sinking the underground railroad 
now an illusion, house-building, the lake’s, Tekona-shi 
(lovely lass) sinking, the lake’s, sinking the soiled old 
tatami, two or three of them, to the lake bottom, the 
lake’s, house-building the lake’s, the fields and paddies, 
sink, the lake’s 


“Hello .3.5, hell, hells” 
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Making a fire, building a house, and soon the winter will come 
“Hello..., hell, hell...” 


I was Nagisa by name, the hunters in the ancient days 
hunted so that they would find the gleaming eyes of wild 
animals hiding in the bush. I was watching all the time 
by the lake. Men’s eyes glistening in the landscape. . . . 
Both my father and my mother, who died at the same 
age as I am now, are sunkenhere. The name of my lover 
was Kagami, I think. Only that part is bright in my 
memory. Aglow, transparent. I was.... 


Ashura, Ashura, word of which country 

The beautiful wooden ship on the lake bottom 

Mountain Woman who lives in the lake passed by and whis- 
pered 

‘*Hello.., hello...’ 

‘‘Oraa, oraa, oraa...’’ 


Water fabric, thread of gold 
The moon has quietly come down 
The moon has come down to the country of fire 


vy 


“*Kanta, kanta, kanta 
““Oraa, oraa, oraa’’ 
“Ashura, Ashura...’’ 

Mountain Woman, sing 

The moon has come down to the lake bottom 


‘Hello, hello, hell’’ 


Koma, Koma 


The walk, climbed, up a bushy hill, in a dream. Receiving, 
a note, that a friend, built, a new gallery, the walk, went, 
toward, a new, smell. When climbing, a wooden staircase, 
like, the inside, of the white envelope, I tore, the white 
envelope, that was a bit, wide, (because there was no other 
place to return the piece to), as the skinny arms, of the 
envelope, I put it in, spread, ing its arms, dancing, like that, I 
climbed, up. 

The walk, climbed, up, a bushy hill, in a dream. (I would 
like to have a rock-solid enormous black mountain in a 


dream) Someone, whispered. 


My body, was, wrapped, in, a light, blood color. MYO- 
GATANI, where, I was, walking, I've, already, forgotten. I 
was standing in a weedy, shadow of a tree, one day, I leaned, 
and was, falling, into the depth of the bamboo grass. A rabbit, 
using that trick, hid, bones. The figure of, aman, was, coming 
to float up faintly. 

My body, was, wrapped, in, a light, blood, color. Where, I 
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was walking, I’ve, already, forgotten. Has, the mountain top 
area, begun, to turn color, yet (Is that Mt. KURAKAKE), I 
asked a youth, when I was changing to the second, or the third 
lift. Deep inside, a ski hut, there was a voice asking. 


(Lake Elizabeth was beautiful.) 


The walk, climbed up, the bushy hill, in, a dream. (We 
can’t wear a raincoat of this coloration any more can we.) 
The knees, knock on, the femoral regions. When, climbing 
the wooden staircase. In the volcanic lake, where’s the lake 
water, the skinny arms, of the envelope, I tore and put in, 
spread, their arms and dance, like that, I climbed, up. There 
were also days when I noticed the smell, of an exotic lan- 
guage. (I'd like to go as far as SHIZUKUISHI) in a small 
voice, this seems like a pleasure of mine alone. As in going to 
find small fossils, only 1/3 of the landscape was visible from 


the window, I was on the New Tohoku Line. 


The green, voice of bamboo grass, whispers. Drip, stone, 
drip, stone, what, stone. At one corner of Mt. WATE (a place 
like a window) where I was, I heard, the voice. Blue-dark, 
gigantic, clouds, a group of them, are heading toward the 
sky above MORIOKA. Have their shapes, dissolved, a little. 


They’ ve come from the Japan Sea, they’ ve come, again. 


The walk, climbed up, the bushy hill, in, a dream. Ah, I 
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saw, ina seascape. Toward the asteroids, a rainbow, bridge, 
has formed, the sea, was colored, and was, hurrying, toward 
the next, universe. Ata sloping area (a seat?) of a hill, a little 
wet, and darkened, where I was, the eyes of a beast, as if 
aflame, I was, staring at the landscape, whose ending is 
elegant. 

I touch a movie more movie-like than a movie watching a 


movie. A white, sash, bell. 


My body, was, wrapped, in a light blood color. Where, I 
was, walking, I’ve, already, forgotten. Honda, City, is put 
away, deep inside a store, ina valley quietly, | was walking. 

Near, Mt. KURAKAKE, where, Ken-sa, too, walked, the 
second, or the third, lift, began to clang, clang, and the switch 
was on, when the mountaintop, area, began to turn color. 
Zen, zan, began, to echo. In the depth, of the bush, several 
snakes, rabbits, lizards, mole crickets, earthworms, snakes, 


rabbits, lizards. 


On a seat in the back, of a teashop (because it’s Monday) 
someone, whispered. A cup of, sake, and, noodles. Had a 
lunch-box, with, someone of the past. 

The walk, climbed, up, the bushy hill, in, a dream. The 
logs, are wet, and it’s difficult, to climb that, round hill. From 
somewhere, a voice echoed, Kooma, Kooma, With difficulty, I 


climb up, a word that echoes, in my wife. 
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KOMA, KOMA. 
(Lake Elizabeth was beautiful.) 
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The Stone Ring 


A mother-like shadow is saying 
‘*Leave rope-marks 
so that it won’t go back to the moon’’ 
to a child 


The voice of Sirius (Heaven’s Wolf) 
‘*Let’s thin frost play, white 


the fence will melt into the ground below’’ 


If there’s a tree a tree, were you running around the annular 
rings of stones? 


Of a beautiful name, the tail still floats in the vale 
Vehicle 
Tilting the basket, Central Highway, FUTABA Service Area, 
when we were near it 
wisteria’s whispering voice, faintly, reaching my ear Mount 
Big Sister’s voice 


‘*Leave rope-marks on the slope 


Stones, how many?’’ 


““Eight”’ 
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Mount Shibata 


When I was standing as if listening to the landscape, a voice like 
this was being heard. Yes, in a somewhat old-fashioned way, shall I say 
a voice fell on me. Someone like a mother was saying 

“*Leave rope-marks, so that it won’t go back to the moon’’ 
to a child. One day, in the evening in late tall, with a clump of shrubs, a 
range of hills whose shadow was gradually enlarging, behind me, I had 
come to a stop. Staring a while, I discerned a stream flowing in the depths 
of the landscape. I see, in the ancient times, this must have been something 
like a bustling part of a town, the voice whispering this was no longer mine, 
and seemed to be going back to several thousand years ago. ‘‘If there’s a 
tree a tree, were you running around the annular string of stones? A tail with 
a beautiful name floated in the vale.’’ Sometimes we suddenly realize that 
we are walking in an unexpected direction. What I’m now going to write is 
about one such time. That was on the platform in SHINANO Town. I was 
being surprised that in some distant place of my memory I smelled the 
sound of waves and a wooden boat. What was happening was that I was 
seeing three different landscapes at the same time. Some may say that’s 
very common, but, I can’t forget my hand that, unexpectedly, began to be 
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waved so hard. For quite a long time I hadn’t bowed so many times and 
made parting gestures to someone going away into the distance. In the dis- 
tant past, there was something like that. The memory was faintly returning 
to me. The person who, on the platform of SHINANO Town, was waving 
her hand until the train receded into the distance was Mrs. Miho Shimao, 
who had come out from KayaAGASAKI with Mr. Toshio Shimao for a re- 
hearsal of Mr. Minao Shibata’s work ‘‘Furube Yura Yura’’ in which she 
performed (I too read my own writing ‘‘A Sketchbook in Hell’’ in that 
work), and was on her way back. 

‘Picked stones, how many?’’ 
It was as if a beautiful sash of time was blowing away over the sea like a 
sigh. At that moment, it may be that I had become an island. It may be that I 
had become a harbor. The one who was being sent off was sending somone 
off, wind. Mr. Makoto Sato who directed it may have thought it up, around 
the chair for reading poems was a ring of pebbles made. When I picked 
them up after the performance was over, they were light, though. When I 
picked them up as I did, I realized I’d had a new experience. Curious 
(jealous) that the members of Tokyo Mixed Chorus Group struck stones 
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(their voices) in a circle, I too had picked up the stones. They were a 
musical instrument. It was proof that I had gone into Mr. Minao Shibata’s 
music. I must have been trying to listen to the landscape, one fine day, in 

autumn, as I was looking westward from KOFU, why, a giant Jomon earth- 

en pot soared whose mountaintop looked as though buming white as it was 

the day following a storm (24 October 1982). Yes, YATSUGATAKE was the 

model of the Flame Pot, it was as if I’d heard a distant shout. A shout that 
didn’t form a word, that was like a picture. Alone, as if rocked by the climb- 
ing moon, I was standing below the hill. 
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(Colored Stuff’s) 


(Colored stuff’s) faint smell 
forgotten in a basket 
socks 


The dryer with a round window, five or six washers 
(Where did it come from) 

With the coin in 
In a corner of the room, a water spirit stands up briskly 
(Where did it come in) 


(Colored stuff’s) 
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Accompanied by an Asura 
Chewing Honeycomb 


Head 
tilted, 


knees 
bent, 


tiger lilies 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


leafy flesh 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


honey bees, making hillocks on the road, butterflies 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


whispering voice, chasing, planet’s, morning 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


universe, on the red wall, monkey! 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


accompanied by an Asura chewing honeycomb I went to 


the mountain 


the cliff under my heart, it’s a deep, deep, tower 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 
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head 
tilted, 


knees 
bent, 


accompanied by an Asura chewing honeycomb I went to the 
mountain 


the planet the magnet of whose sanctuary is feeble has cut 
itself off 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


has quietly returned the evening glow to the Day Ring 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


One of the annular rings of stones, the thigh 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


rabbit’s eye, squirrel’s ass, gods’ play 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


valley’s green 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


green leaves sick leaves vaguely reflect my hand’s echo 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


Children brethren seated on a boulder praying 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


Cornered into a binding talk those maidens 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 
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with your knees strike that different kid 
(wrapped, in old newspapers) 


head 
tilted, 


knees 
bent, 


dreams’ 
, depths 


along the path passing beneath I went walking 


head 
tilted, 


knees 
bent, 


accompanied by an Asura chewing honeycomb 
accompanied by an Asura chewing honeycomb 
head 


tilted, 


knees 
bent, 
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ee eS 


Yuki? Yuki 


So that their wingbeat might reach stars’ cheeks swans were 


flying. 


In one corner of MUSASHINO, at the Deity of Feathers Five, 


c) 


there’s ‘‘Maimaizuido,’’ and as if sucked into (if they are 
compact cars, two or three will fit in) that hole, I went down 
remembering the Beigoma (tops) in my childhood. Walking, I 
was hearing mysterious echoes. Surround tree-leaves 1/4, 
1/3? With cool eyes open, watching the shadow of the one 
going down, as if singing? The wind calms down, and cicadas 


rest in tree shade. 


The eardrums are asleep hugging the cavern. 


A giant horse stands, peering into the abyss of the sanctuary. 
Down the weeds and shrubs on the hillock, the 

mountain went out of my sight, and it grew quiet. 

I had never seen its eyes, (I heard they were light gray), but it 

was as if a shark had come by and were looking up at us. 

Gradually without knowing it we had begun to play the 

forbidden game—the gods’ play. 
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The ants build gigantic anthills in Central and South 
America, and the towers see the universe in the distance. The 
mien of the god reflected in the trees, began to dissolve into a 
smile. And so (if they are compact cars, two or three will fit 
in), pushing the fence at the entrance of the Colosseum, the 
gate. 

A giant horse stands, peering into the abyss of 
the sanctuary. 
A single drop of water. 

The season, is no longer autumn but autumn voices, insect 
voices are crying. Ah, I want a warm, room. With a Western 
light (lamp)—who is it whispering, I can’t tell. The further 
down, the darker. Yuki, Yuki? 


So that their wingbeat might reach stars’ cheeks 


swans were flying. 
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Into the Depths of Shrubs 
in Setagaya 


In SETAGAYA, in the depths of darkness, there’ s a small, hill, 
a mound, a small mound, like, a goddess’ grave, and in 
SETAGAYA, into the depths, of shrubs, when night, came, I, 
used, to, go, walking. 


Looking prim and proper, lined up slenderly, those zelkovas, 
in winter, making the spine (of a new book) thin, stand about. 
Sanson, san. 


The voice of, the wooden mother ship, that went aground, 
resounded. 

Sister-children of shellfish and waterweed gather round and 
each and every one shouts, ‘‘Sacrilegious, sanctuary! Sacrile- 
gious, sanctuary!’ 


Phoenician seamen also, shouted, each and every one, 
“‘Sacrilegious, sanctuary! Sacrilegious, sanctuary!’ 


Looking, prim and proper, lined up slenderly, Sanson, 
san. The corner, no, the terminal, no, there, in one room, 
models, and actresses, several of them, come, and dress up 
their hair. Hairdresser? In SHIMOKITAZAWA, there are, 
many, movie, people, people, from theater groups, hairdress- 
er? 
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Please, push, this comb, deeper. (This, the voice, of 
the trees, whose backs, show, faint, slenderness.) 
Push, this comb, deep, er. 


When, I, come, to, the thickly haired, island, of AWASHIMA, 
of Millet Island, I, have a glimpse, of gods’ secret. It’s, an 
island, where I arrived drifting, tanned, by the seawind, of the 
lying-in-room, of a new, model, actress. It’s, still, alive. Sea- 


urchin, sea-urchin. 


Ah, hair-dresser, hair-dresser. 


We'd like to go, as far as, the crossing, of the row, of a fence, 
of a movie, the utility poles, are, saying to each other. There 
was, breathing, that, ceased, among the trees, there was, 
also, a signal, bu, ried, under the snow. 

Yuki (snow) is the bone of the heart. (The voice, of a rabbit, 
who has, not, shed, much of, blood, this). Eat it try it. 


In SETAGAYA, in the depths of darkness, there is a goddess’ 
mound, and in SETAGAYA, into the depths of shrubs, when 
night came, I, used to go, walking. 


Bon-bon, 


bon-bon. 
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(Wakabayashi Isamu) in 
His Musashino Room 


Iron’s sanctuary, tree’s birth 


<White door!> 
—We are not the ones who go into the room, we are the ones 
who have come out of the room— 
—wWe, the morning of tree growth when we read a page of 
paint that peeled off and dropped— 
Sealed into, the rusted, darkest part of Asia 
Boat with a scarlet voice, dogs of 
shadowy islands! 


In the atmosphere, young KATSURA tree! 


Iron, ossified king! 
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Rouse Yourself, Amundsen 


February 14, my eyes, give careful attention, snow, deep, 
on TOKACHIDAKE, at the ANSEI crater, I went, into a 
clump, of white, volcanic smoke. 

Somewhere, a dead star, whispers. 

Last night, I had, a dream, of a march in the snow. Where 
was it, under a fence, I held, a, beautiful, body. 

At the entrance to the annular string of stones at OSHI- 
YORO too, the snow had, begun to, fall. 

Though I know nothing, about deer, and other beasts, my 
dream was filled with the smell of hay. 

Under the fence, a giant horse, peered, in. It was a wooden 
second floor. Thoughts, of snow, it’s, the whisper, of wood 
grain. 

Mimaushi! Rouse yourself, Amundsen! 

The white sun, with thin cheeks, went down, to the 
shoulder, of North FUJI. 

Somewhere, a dead star, whispered. 

Under the fence, dwarf, soldiers, are, marching, in columns. 
I had a hallucination, like that, because, cars from the 


opposite direction, one, after another, kept, com, ing, in, 
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mysterious, white, hoods, of the Self-Defense Forces, what 
section? of the Land, Self-Defense Force, one, after, another 
(the bus, slowed, down, alittle, each, time, and, veered to the 
left), the cars from the opposite direction, special vehicles, 
young, in the driver’s seats, fresh, dwarfs, duo-offs? in, 
wooden shoes, dwarfs, in their dreams, I, gradually, grew, a 
little, dyed, in scarlet, color, that, may, have, been, the, case. 

Child of that, ear! Ata shop of KAMIFURANO Station, I, 
bought, a bag, of ‘“‘Lavender Pourri.”’ 

Amundsen! 

The ASAHI River (of the smell of iron), as I neared it, had, 
the ASAHI River, already, forgotten. I, still, remember, it, 
clearly. It, was, like, the actress, Miss Yumeji Tsukioka, I 
saw, at Le Theatre, or at Le Centrale. 

Though under the white sun, with thin cheeks, the cicadas 
cry, the mountains race. 

The evening sun, is going down, today too. Wood ash or 
Limestone, at a jazz, club my throat, exhaling breath, like, 
came in, wood ash, or wood ash. A double-hung window, this 
side, slit-open, like, I, was, in, a diesel car, or, a town- 
operated bus. 

January 28. In MUSASHINO a giant horse is standing, and 
is peering, into the abyss of the sanctuary. And, today. 

February 14, my eyes, give careful attention, snow, deep, 
on TOKACHIDAKE, at the ANSEI crater, I went, into a 


clump, white, volcanic smoke. 
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The, other, (Not, a dead star I tell you), the other, on 
National Highway Route 39, stood on snowy, RUBENBE, and 
Stared at the universe. 

The white sun, with thin cheeks, went, down, to the shoul- 
der, of North FUJI. Went, down, to Junzaburo’s, shoulders. 

Rouse yourself, Amundsen! 

Wooden clogs and musical instruments. I squiggled, into 
my futon, feather futon? It smelled, of a beast. (There) a 
children’s room? 

A children’s room? 

Newspapers (though no longer read), lonely, whisper? 

The window of the wooden room, where snow has piled up, 


is beautiful. Rouse yourself, 


Rouse yourself, Amundsen. 
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Premonitions and the Ash 
Tree 


<Do you have a bright room> 
<Do you have a bright room> 


at dusk 
the wrecker went away 


the house left in front, the voice was reflected in the sprinkled 
water 

low voice and low voice, the voices hugging each other like 
tiny roots 

a ring of bones and a ring of bones, the landscape of life on 
trees entered 

the shark, that swam away, chasing a ring on the water, afar, is 
small bones 


a mark of three lozenges, resembling a soaring church, the 
construction machinery destroyed, the hall 


cliff <gake>, strawberry <ichigo>> and 

a slender voice remained, and when I came to, the elementary 
school of the village (the missionary school’s), HAUJIMA’s 
garden snake, that snake’s voice 

one afternoon when sun cast gentle light, I was watching 
the wrecking of an old apartment building, with my elbows 
on a wooden mon 


45 


Do they call it a shovel, that construction machinery (Low 
Noise-Level Type, Mitsubishi, written on it, it sure is quiet), 
like a bird holding in its beak a twig or leaf for nest building 
and puffing up (old tatami mattresses, they can’t quite be 
called), held five or six tatami mattresses and lifted them 
into the sky. Two floors, there must be more than twenty 
rooms, what’s being wrecked is a large wooden apartment 
building. 

The water (the hose for it) poured to prevent fine dust from 
rising was like watching a water circus, on a spring day. 

The shovel soared like a steeple, with it my perspective rose 
into the sky above, and in its depths the white wall on the 
second floor emerged, when I was listening to the faint voice 
that rose from below. 


cliff <gake>, strawberry <ichigo> 

a slender voice remained, and when I came to, the elementary 
school of the village (the missionary school’s), HAUIMA’s 
garden snake, that snake’s voice 


The large wooden apartment building was wrecked in two 
days. The sh(o)vel stands like a young tree in the enclosure. 
With a single swing one room on the second floor falls. Hear- 
ing <a snake’s voice> while watching the wrecking work 
on an old house is not a hallucination. 

The elementary school of the village (the school which is a 
missionary school) is on what’s called Praying Island, and 
<J> a pupil at the elementary school, am chasing a snake in 
its garden. I received the ritual of baptism. 


Bandage, newspapers, when was the enclosure taken off, it 
became a little cool, and wind blew away. 
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a mark of three lozenges, resembling asSoaring church, the 
construction machinery destroyed the hall 

cliff <gake>, strawberry <ichigo> 

a slender voice remained, and when I came to, Praying 
Island’s garden’s snake, that snake’s voice 

gentle 


snake on HAIJIMA the praying island, preying isle, praying 
aisle, preying eyes 

snake on HAIJIMA the praying island, preying isle, praying 
aisle, preying eyes 


cliff <gake=>, strawberry <ichigo>, cliff <gake>, 
strawberry <ichigo> 


blood flows in the TAMA River, and <I> am one who drank 
that blood 

the estuary cracked, into several lines, puts that blood a 
middle-finger underground 


dusk, it has become quiet, and the work is done 
I go out and look, and the shovel hangs his head 
beside it sits the mother-like heavy-duty, and sleeps the night 


wet quietly the root of time 

wet quietly the wooden chair in the green house 
the one who looks at the head of a kidnapper 
ok, I'll go to that house 


wet quietly the root of time 

<the snake’s voice>, bites white flesh 

a ring of bones and a ring of bones and, the light of cave life 
shines in 
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ok, I'll go to that house 
go to that house 


Lured out by words, I was out late at night. I am no longer a 
sleep-walker, or a soul who goes out with yearnings. 


memory of soft shellfish, white sails 
<this planet isn’t bad either> 


the ash tree, which I couldn’t see during the d-a-y, is, look, 
crying in tree shade 


the next day 
a cloudy day 


ok 
I'll go to that house 
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Losangeles 


Bells began to ring and wind blew. 

I had come, to Losangeles, I went, into a Loasangeles 
church. Because I had no other place to go. Should I have 
come on bamboo Stilts? Are you saying the refrigerator got in 
the way? 


A slender body prayed, the snow had begun, to fall a little. 


In the (asphalt) courtyard of the church, dead leaves 
walked away clattering. Spanish? Friends? Two, three, 
family, a family of many, I was alone, I came, to church. 


Who? Painter? There, drawing, a sketch? The sound of 
dead leaves dancing, mixing with Spanish, is beautiful. 


A god is in the shade of a tree, and his (her?) heart reflects, a 
mysterious day. 


It’s understood somewhere, what you think supports the 
universe, this the god beside the shade of a tree knew. 


Magnolias whispered in a row, one person went away, 
detaching himself from the fragrance of magnolia. 


49 


The sound of dead leaves dancing mixing with Spanish is 
beautiful. 


‘“*Cows moo 
bulls moo 


cattle moo’”’ 


Miss Haru Shinagawa, your book of poems, which I was 
reading yesterday, when I left Tokyo, is good. 

(A god is in the tree shade, and his (her?) heart reflects, a 
mysterious day.) 


Three or four youths in jeans, a beautiful wall, to the wall, had 
brought their shadows and were rocking. 


Bells began to ring, wind blew. 


‘“‘Cows moo 
bulls moo 


cattle moo”’ 
(Poem/Miss Haru Shinagawa) 


At a Losangeles church, in its (asphalt?) courtyard, sitting 
on a bench and living in the shadow of a column, that’s me. 
(Whose voice?) Whose words? Silent, beautiful night booth. 
Watching, living, next to the parking lot in a wooden two- 
story, house, a three, or four-year-old, girl? 


A slender body prayed, the snow had begun, to fall a little. 
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Will, I, reach, through the courtyard, the altar (a flower 
bed?), to the root of the tree? 


Engrave on the body, across (hang)? On the sky? Didn’t know 
what to do, see, 1, knees touching the dais wood, was Staring, 


at a pictorial figure. 


Was quietly listening to an echo. 
(Kneel)? 


Following, the dance, of dead leaves, came children’ s voices, 
and footsteps, faded. 


About this time, the chocolate-colored train, running through, 


Green Plum? 


A copse on the hill—, counting from 10 to 0, I went up there 
that day. 


Nine baby fish? Can’t reflect them in a niche of my heart. 
Ah maddening maddening 
magolias whispered in a row, one person went away, detaching 
himself from the fragrance of magnolia. 
Pa, Im. 
Now that giant tree detaches itself and goes away. 
Detach the words. 


A slender tree prayed, the snow had begun, to fall a little. 


(ansa-honha? ) 
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magnolias 
whisper 

from 

magnolia 
fragrance 
detached 

radio isn’t it 
under 

evening darkness 


nine baby fish have formed a new team and are playing 


from 

magnolia 
fragrance 
detached 

radio isn’t it 
under 

evening darkness 
nine baby fish have formed a new team and are playing 
from 

magnolia 
fragrance 
detached 


and went away 
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Was quietly listening to an echo. 


Intently, making a sketch, EI-El’s figure, in the shadow of a 
column, emerged, who? 


It’s nobody. 


Four cylinders, are cylinders? 

I wasn’t allowed, entering not permitted through the gate, 
lured by the echo of dead leaves dancing I made entry through 
the gate. 


Four cylinders, are cylinders. 
Sounds good. 


buenasnoches 
buenasnoches 


I went into a school, looked for a church. Made a ring, and 
looked for flowers. 

In a corner of a wooden box, the fragrance of peach. A 
beautiful peach firmly melted away. 


Tree shade, bus stop, many people’s shadows. 

The bust too disappears in tree shade when it comes. 
Who’s that) 

(Raphaelo?) 


Buenasnoches. 

Bells began to ring, the wind blew. 
Town of gold, Losan, Hellnos, 
quatro, seis? 


Amarillos 
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‘“*Cows moo 
bulls moo 


cattle moo’’ 
Cry 


AOMORI 


it’s Losangeles 
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In the Waste Land 


The body must have it, the invisible clock is quite accurate; perhaps be- 
cause I had fallen asleep after whispering to myself to wake up in a spot 
where the landscape would be beautiful in SETo Inland Sea in the morning, 
I woke somewhere past HIROSHIMA. Some place with a beautiful land- 
scape, I thought, because amomentary view of a seascape, which that time 
I had seen from the window of the train **Morning Wind,” had remained 
brilliantly in my memory. To say seascape may not be quite right. I guess 
it’s better to say an encounter with a certain scene. An early summer 
morning, yes, that time too, it was a little before five. When I woke an 
island floated up, and my sleeping train was runing as if tilting against the 
sea coast. If you leave TOKYO in the evening and sleep the night, morning 
comes somewhere near ONOMICHI or HIROSHIMA (you remember nothing 
of NAGoya and Osaka). Recently there are many who prefer such relaxed 
trips, so it would be a big problem to get a ticket for a ‘blue train,’ I 
thought, but that wasn’t the case. Strolling through the train as if taking a 
walk, I saw many empty seats. Somewhere past ONOMICHI, a single small 
boat, the train, and my eyes ran parallel for a while, for several seconds. 
The speed of the train was 50 miles an hour, ora little less. Because of that, 
the impression of my having run parallel to the boat remained. If I had been 
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able to open the window, the smell of the beach and the coastal wind would 
have blown in. On the boat, it was breakfast time. Someone was handing 
a bowl to the one who sat facing him, and his hand holding chopsticks was 
moving, too. It was as if I could have touched them if I had extended my 
hand out of the train window. Such things may be routine to those who 
even now spend some hours of each day on the water. Freshly remember- 
ing that scene now, I realize that I had exclaimed something like, *“Oh my, 
that looks so delicious." At any rate, with that memory brilliant, I chose a 
sleeping train this time, too, when I had an opportunity to go to KYUSHU. 
That surely means that the clock in my memory had begun to move, the 
schedule set for me to see a view of SETO Inland Sea in the morning. It 
didn’t work out that way. The train this time was *‘Falcon,”’ which left 
Tokyo at 4:45 p.m., and I woke somewhere past HIROSHIMA. You can 
never see the same scene twice, and the breakfast on a boat had already 
become another scene in my memory. I knew it, but I felt loneliness 
spread through myself. Yet, I don’t know how, but just as swiftly passing 
time opens its eyelids (I felt), so the sun began to rise from behind an 
island, and the surface of the sea moved like the skin of something large. 
** Ah, this is the desert, “the emergence of these unexpected words is what 
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I encountered. 


Some days before I took the night train and went near ONOMICHI or HIRO- 
SHIMA on SETO Inland Sea, I was sitting in a desert in the American 
Southwest, with the sand a little brownish and a little grainish, yes, more 
like a waste land than a desert, and was listening to silent words that spoke 
to me from the four directions. It’s a waste land, but if you sit under a rock, 
you see grasses and flowers about four inches tall waving faintly in the 
breeze. Something like the heat of the earth or something like the magnet 
you don’t feel normally seemed to come vibrating to my body, or it seemed 
that I was hearing the faint rumblings of the earth. I can’t find words with 
which to express this skillfully, but maybe it is not so much that I can’t find 
words, as that my words would not respond to the intense feeling I sensed 
while sitting there. As I sat still, there was the sense that something got into 
the root of the shrub to my right. A lizard must have noticed me and moved. 
The trees standing here and there resembling pine and cactus were the size 
of a bull or an elephant, and the large stones that dotted the scene, too, all 
emanated mysterious energy and talked to me. I felt hot power, but it never 
was a pressure. I was being stared at by the desert which included the 
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stones, trees, working ants, and the lizard that got into the root of the shrub. 
If I did something, a faint response occurred somewhere without fail. 
When I understood that I had entered a living waste land, I had felt myself 
to be a beast. It was not at all an unpleasant sensation. I used the word 
‘beast,’ but that must be because that was the word that assaulted me when 
I noticed the desert faintly changed its coloration each time I moved, and 
felt that I moved with a terrifying power. I put a small stone like a black 
ship on the sand. That was one of the reasons I’d come to the desert; I’d 
brought with me a bird-shaped stone, which appeared to have been left by 
American Indians more than four thousand years ago, borrowed from a 
friend of mine who runs a gallery, and I put that on the sand. When | put 
that sculpture called birdstone on the sand as if alighting from my palm 
where it was, I was surprised. When I put the black bird next to small 
lavender flowers and on the brownish, grainy sand, wind blew, and he 
began to look as if he were playing joyfully. It may have been in part be- 
cause as I watched I was squatting low on the sand. It may have also been 
that the voluminous sense of the black stone began to shine vividly on the 
sand of the desert. “‘I’m glad, I’ve come home,”’ | felt I spoke to some- 
thing invisible. I think there are many people who know this American 
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Indian poem, which I'd like to quote: 


I’m sitting on the ground 
(earth sky tortoise short rainbow growing vegetables 
ceaseless rain) 

(swaying seeds of grain round-shaped shell) 

I’m sitting on the ground 

sky 

mountain 

another mountain 

(long rainbow ceaseless rain growing produce swaying 
seeds of grain round-shaped shell) 

(flat insects’ calling voices) 

I’m sitting on the ground 


[A Navaho song cited in Japanese translation in Hisao 
Kanaseki’s book on the poetry of American Indians] 


I, too, sat under a rock, listening to the calling voices that spoke faintly to 
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my body. Saying ‘flat insects’ calling voices’ is remarkable. So, one day in 
the middle of May, I sat in a spot in a desert in the American Southwest, 
and began to think. Before I was able to trace my thoughts clearly, I re- 
turned to Japan, and two days later, I got on the night train. I must have 
been trying to trace unconsciously what I had thought in the desert. I en- 
countered the emergence of the unexpected words, *‘Ah, this is the des- 
ert,’’ when I saw sunshine from behind an island in the early morning in 
SETO Inland Sea, perhaps because the world of life under the surface of the 
sea and the world of life hidden under the desert looked like a mirror. I 
don’t know. The small boat at breakfast time I saw near ONOMICHI and the 
black bird that went back home and played now walk together through 
invisible time in me. 
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- Shut Up, Lake Atitlan 


Soon, ( ,) at Lake Aftitlan, 
( ,) Stains of water turn col- 
or, ( ,) tomorrow it will 


rain on the mountain and, ( 
,) the air will burn everything and, 


( as 

( ; ,) we, Oops, 
deleted it ( : ,) We, Oops 
registrered it ( : ,) the sea, 
as it felt that there were no more fish, 
(, ,) the sea is a bush for 
all the rivers, ( ,) We, Oops 
deleted it ( ; ,) we, Oops 
registered it, ( , ) 


Lake Atitlan Lake Atitlan reflects in the space between wa- 
ter and mountain. The wind, blowing past my throat, crossed 
from water oats to the foot of the mountain. 

One day, hearing the voice of the inactive volcano to the 
east beginning to speak as if with its cheeks blushing, we 
pricked up our ears. 

Both the comet that turned near Pluto and the floating matter 
following it had taken notice. The second pitcher stepping 
down the mound after doing his turn turns back. The ball isn’t 
out yet. 
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Out! Oops, turn it off! Offturn! Oops, turn it off! 

Lake Atitlan Lake Atitlan goes through the space between 
water and mountain. The wind blows past my throat and 
returns to the foot of the inner mountain of water oats. 

Shut up, ( ,) Lake Atitlan, 
( ,) Stains of water, ( ») 
fall, ( ») be, { : 


gua 


to 
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Light 


moha_ moha the old electric train saha was saha 
thinking—it was a beautiful window 


swiftly the morning sun shines in shoe-shine boys many of 
them ran like fire the mother body car body of gods’ play 
excited and astonished and 
Odeon’s fence sahasaha Monday came 
Odeon’s fence sahasaha Wednesday came 
Odeon’s fence adadada Friday came 
the s-h-u-n-t-e-r is waiting 
now, the wind had come slowly blowing 
now, white willow, now, river willow, rock your giant 
bodies 
now, large zelkova, red oak, rock those giant bodies 
sahasaha, 
shashésan? Someone riding on the bank (on the tail-end?), 


reflects in my mind 


lightlightlightlightlightlightlightlightlightlightlightlightlight 
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tatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatatata 


watching great traffic ‘‘station’’ 
should, wave your hand 


lake bottom deep moha _ the old electric train saha kumo- 


ha, moha was thinking—it was a beautiful tree 


runrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrunrvunrunrun 
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The Voice of Deleted ‘“The 


Moon in the Evening Dark”’ 
and Shining Fish 


At a florist I asked its name and bought, green flowers, the 
small ball of them, began to wave the white flowers. 


At the entrance gate, the black telephone flashed a moment, 
the bottom of the sea goes down and for a moment becomes 
dark black. Around the corner of a magazine the white of the 
small ball and the green twig in conversation the shining fish 
went under the floor. 


Goodbye. 
March 25. Late at night. I (black mountain), a bag on my right 
shoulder, watered the leafy orchid at the entrance. And, 
opening the white door, went outside, outside the precursor of 
a violent storm the violent echoes swirl. The outside had 
opened the white door and come in. 


takatakatakatakatakatakatakatakatakatakatakatakataka 


FENCEFENCEFENCEFENCEFENCEFENCEFENCE. 


Cherry flowers from the sky, white in the darkness, were 
falling down in me. A petal came into my spine, is cold. 


Every moment every second I increase my brightness. 
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Not cherry, but drops of yuki. 
Drops of snow, had begun to fall. 


Drops of yuki, drops of snow had begun to fall. 
Leaving the house, turning left at the corner, the body toward 


southeast, walked on. Why is that? When I was meaning to go 
north, to Russia as early as tomorrow. 


Shining fish 


Drops of snow, drops of snow, had began to fall. 
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Stone! | 


the cherry has fallen miss i in a corner of the school 
yard in the little bit twilighty (light green) midair of grains of 
sand like the several petals of cherry that were scatter- 
ing afloat two, three meters midair joyfully shaking its 
body to right and left (I guess the best thing is for you to 
imagine a somewhat large cherry-colored UFO) (twilight in 
a corner of the school yard) three, four meters up in the sky 
of light green miss ; a mysterious object is afloat staying 
still you see backing up a little perhaps _ blurry light green 


it smelled like something burnt floating there it was 


the object as if sliding sideways in unconsciousness (but 
the body still tottering shaking like) slowly three thousand 
meters? five thousand meters? seven thousand meters? 
four thousand and seven hundred meters? through the big 
sky in pale dark tanned brown unconsciousness — looking 


for a landing strip is this object making its flight 


miss i miss 7 among American Indians’ magic-like ways 
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of making pictures there’s something called sand-painting 
you see sprinkle sand on the ground and there you get a picture 
four, five hours? four, five days? then the picture floats up 
turns into a sheet of magic and slides sideways (no?) 

miss i when the object trembling with the joy of flying 
through the sky glides ultra-high both gods’ eyes and 
thousands of eyes of the universe _ line up in several columns 
between the object trembling with joy and land? (laughing?) 
turning into thin membranous layers trembling members 


lining up (our eyes seem to slide outside like this) 


shadows of light green words 


the faint moistness in the soil under the petals of cherry 
flowers that scattered away when spring was over—when I lift 
that moistness along with the flower petals gently as if 
washing them our school yard slides hugely as a land slide 
and tilts when in the distant billions of light the hill of 1- 
year’s time seems to shine as if withasigh __ in light green in 
light in inlight green in light ink shinning trembling shinning 


trembling miss i 


S-t-O-n-e, 


Stone! 
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Oe hen ee dee 


A Note on Prose and Poetry, 
or Translating Gozo Yoshimasu’s Poetry 


When about to finish translating these poems, I was asked to render into 
Japanese a request for funding by a musical group hoping to give a series of 
concerts in Japan. Making Japanese versions of official letters and 
promotional writings composed in American English usually makes me 
feel uncomfortable, and the group’s request was no exception. Some of the 
differences in approach between Japanese and Americans, which may be 
only vaguely perceived in daily life, are brought into clear focus in writing, 
and when what is written is translated, the differences become matters of 
choice that can’t be ignored. 

For me, the dilemma is this: Should I stick to the original or take liberties 
with it? Either is risky. If I stick to the original, uncertain of the extent of 
liberties I might take, the result will read ‘‘translated’’ and win only scom 
from its Japanese reader, who, whether he knows English or not, is bound 
to judge me incompetent. If I take liberties, | must brace myself for some- 
one who knows the two languages and won’t be too modest to note the dis- 
crepancies between original and translation, especially when his opinion is 
sought. The dilemma arises most often because of the client’s lack of 
knowledge or time, or both. 

What had happened a few weeks earlier may illustrate the point. A man 
heading a small translation company called to ask if I could do some work 
by the end of the following day, which fell on Independence Day. I am 
easily flattered and he knew how to flatter, so with reluctance I agreed and 
did the work. As it turned out, the man or his client had time enough to 
show someone my translation, which was more or less faithful to the 
original, and return it to me for revision. Of course, that someone, who 
evidently knew the two languages, had gleefully rewritten much of what I 
had done. Revision is always possible of any piece of writing, original or 
translated, but no reviser can be as unbridled as a translator asked to serve 
as a checker, for an obvious reason: What better opportunity is there for 
him to display his lingual superiority to another in the same profession? 

Luckily, in the case of the musical group I was able to show my 
translation to a colleague in my office, and when he told me what he 
thought of the funding request, some rhetorical aspects that had made me 
feel queasy became downright absurd. All I needed, it appears, was a 
consenting nudge. Luckily, too, I was able to discuss the changes and 
deletions I wanted made as a result of the nudge with the director of the 
orchestra before handing in the translations. To my relief, the director 
tumed out to be a cellist in the ensemble, who was genial, cultivated, and, 
above all, understanding. He had been to Europe many times where people 
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also do cultural promotions and other things somewhat differently. 

The most discomfiting part of the document, which was evidently 
prepared by a PR firm, was a section called “‘Sponsorship and Impact’’ 
that described the benefits the sponsors might expect to get in return for 
their pecuniary act. It was, to me and my Japanese colleague, so puerile as 
to be insulting. The sponsorship of the tour, it said, will provide ‘‘each 
sponsor’s management with special opportunities for client cultivation 
while fulfilling a number of marketing and public relations goals.’’ The 
goals are, it went on to specify, to ‘‘add anew dimension to your corporate 
image;’’ to ‘‘increase corporate visibility;’’ to “‘reach target audiences;”’ 
to ‘‘network on all levels;’’ and to “‘invest in the community’s quality of 
life.”’ 

To me, such fad terms as ‘‘dimension, visibility, target audi- 
ences,’’ ‘‘network’’ (as a verb), ‘“‘community,’’ and ‘‘quality of life,” 
were bad enough. But many of the sentences defining those goals were 
even worse. Take this one: “‘[The tour] would give the sponsors a new kind 
of leverage in the corporate community and the community at large, pro- 
viding each sponsor’s leadership with a concrete expression of commit- 
ment to its constituencies.”’ 

Such terms and sentences, when translated into Japanese, would at best 
be ‘‘tooth-wobblers,’’ to use a liberal rendition of a Japanese idiom, ha ga 
uku. For their translations not to sound translated, they would have to be re- 
cast and rephrased in such a way that they would no longer be translations. 

I must hasten to admit a few things. 

First, this funding request was written to win admiration not from, say, 
William Strunk, Jr., E. B. White, or any other craftsman in the writing 
profession, but from corporate executives who are supposed to be lingual 
nincompoops. So the writing had to sound ‘‘impressive,’’ and this was 
done with the writer not knowing how to impress the captains of Japanese 
industry. 

Second, Japanese writing has been affected by foreign languages through 
the whole span of its recorded history, so what sounds “‘translated’’ and 
whether or not it’s acceptable depend largely on the reader’s training and 
preference. In recent years, for example, I’ve found that Japanese adver- 
tisers have adopted the jargon and rhetorical mannerisms of Madison 
Avenue wholesale and seem proud of writing, or weaving out in conversa- 
tions, sentences which look like inept translations. This suggests that some 
of the more heinous terms and sentences in the document I was asked to 
work on may delight the Japanese advertisers even when they are rendered 
into Japanese in a manner ‘‘slavishly faithful to the original’’—a charac- 


72° 8% 99 66 


72 


terization often employed by one translator in denigrating another’s work. 

Finally, there’s the other side of the coin. The single Japanese sentence 
that my colleague and I selected to replace most of declamations in **Spon- 
sorship and Impact’’ is so amorphous in a typically Japanese sort of way 
that it is likely to strike the American ear as too corny. It went something 
like: ** Your cooperation will greatly help promote a better U.S.-Japanese 
friendship. ”’ 


I have written out these things to say something that some may regard as 
perverse. 

For quite a while I have found myself being much freer in translating 
routine or utilitarian prose—official letters, proposals, magazine articles, 
and such—than in translating poems. As I noticed long ago, we, or some of 
us anyway, tend to have markedly different attitudes toward the two genres: 
prose and poetry. In prose we demand readability above all else; in poetry 
we feel that anything goes. (It is in recognition of this, perhaps, that Ford 
Madox Ford said a poem should be written at least as well as prose.) 

This tendency seems to become pronounced in translation. Of prose 
written in our native tongue we are critical, but our criticism does not often 
go beyond a mild expression of annoyance. With translated prose, though, 
we turn into stern judges with little tolerance for anything anomalous— 
anomalous in the way a letter is begun, certain phrases are used, or even in 
the way some topics are brought up. In poetry the process works the other 
way round; the ‘‘anything-goes’’ approach with which we read poetry may 
carry a tinge of skepticism when we deal with pieces written in our own 
tongue, but turns into an almost uncritical acceptance when we deal with 
poetry in translation. 

If this attitude is true among some of us, | think there is a good deal of 
justification for it. Prose for mundane or utilitarian use and poetry are the 
two opposites in the business of writing, one requiring conformity to 
established patterns, and the other an effort to break them. 

So, in the case of the funding request discussed above, its Japanese 
translation, unless it’s meant for Japanese advertisers, will above all have 
to read as if originally written in Japanese. The Japanese corporate execu- 
tives from whom the money is sought are likely to be put off or even insult- 
ed by the wham-bang listing of supposed benefits which, because the 
promoter is aware of their intangibility and uncertainty, come dressed up in 
hifalutin language. For them a donation is simply an act which may make 
them feel good but for which they don’t really expect anything concrete in 
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retum. Such considerations necessitate fair amounts of recasting, toning- 
down, deletions, and even additions. 

In contrast, a poem, when translated, should not require any such 
change—not, at least, to the extent that is often desirable in a translation 
of routine prose—unless an attempt to impose a rigid pattern is made. Such 
an imposition has at times produced highly misleading results, as witness 
English translations of tanka and haiku. 

Gozo Yoshimasu’s poetry is a case in point—perhaps an extreme case; 
it constantly tries to break out of pattems. In a conversation with him, 
Tsuguo Ando, a poet known for unorthodox interpretations of classical 
Japanese poetry, compared Yoshimasu’s manner of composition to soku- 
zuke (remote or distant connection), a linking technique in the poetic form 
of renga (linked verse), and said: 


‘*What poetry has done so far is to consciously and patiently link 
together daily language in order to overtum it. That’s where most of 
the poet’s effort lies. Take the arrangement of words; up to 99% of a 
single poem is occupied by daily language. Only one line may attain 
to that which isn’t. Regardless of whether there is logical necessity 
or a leap, to create the undaily language of that one line, the poet 
makes an assiduous effort. ... 

“*In your case, though, I don’t know whether you are aware of it, 
you are doing it by abandoning such an effort altogether from the out- 
set. Shall we say ‘fantastic,’—to use an old term, there’s soku-wke, 
the way of connecting links in uncomfortable fashion. Your poetry is 
soku-zuke on a grand scale. You do it line after line, at times for 
hundreds of lines.” 


In translating poems which can be so characterized, alterations are, I 
think, mostly self-defeating. With Osiris, the God of Stone, Ihave tried to 
remain ‘‘slavishly faithful’’ to the original, down to commas and periods. 
There are, of course, some difficulties in sticking to this approach in 
translating a whole book, rather than a selection from it, the main difficulty 
being that you are bound to have pieces where the strains are nearly un- 
bearable. In a selection you can bypass such pieces—rather blithely, if 
you will. Indeed, with Osiris, I’ve had to make a few exceptions to my own 
approach. 

Two of them occur in the titles of poems. I have given Oshi no O as 
‘“‘Ossified King,’’ because Yoshimasu said to me that he regarded as 
important the alliterative association of the words oshi and Osiris, which 
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in Japanese is pronounced “‘o-shi-ri-su.’’ A straight, faithful translation 
would be *‘mute king.”’ 

Another title, Ha ni kamu Ashura ni Tsurerarete, Yve given as 
‘*Accompanied by an Asura Chewing Honeycomb.’’ The phrase ha ni 
kamu may mean ‘‘bashful,’’ *‘chewing between the teeth,’’ “‘biting into 
leaves,’’ or, purely for the sound, honeycomb. My choice of what may 
be the farthest from the poet’s intended meanings is justified, I think, be- 
cause the mention, in any modern poem, of ** Asura’’—a half-human, half- 
demon in Buddhist imagination—reminds the Japanese reader of the poet 
Kenji Miyazawa (1896-1933). A keen observer of nature who frequently 
scribbled poems in his notebook while traversing the expanse of his native 
land, Iwate, Miyazawa casts his shadow in other parts of Osiris, the God 
of Stone. 

For those interested, I might note that more than seventy of Miyazawa’s 
poems in English translation are in Spring & Asura, published by Chicago 
Review Press in 1973, and that a much larger selection is to be found in 
A Future of Ice, scheduled to be published by North Point Press about the 
same time this book appears. I have translated both books. 


Hiroaki Sato 
Spring 1989 
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a Ne ace Ce, ee eS 


Tue Poet 


Gozo Yoshimasu was bom in Tokyo in 1939 and published his first book of 
poems, appropriately entitled Shuppatsu (Starting Out), in 1964. Since 
then one book after another has followed, and he is now the author of a 
dozen books of poetry and several collections of essays. His writings have 
also been issued in a set of ‘“complete works’ and in two separate selec- 
tions. 

Among the poets active today, Yoshimasu stands out as a reciter of 
poems. On stage he puts himself in an apparent trance and voices his lines 
as if possessed, as if in delirium, as if echoing the snatches of words and 
sentences heard in his and other people’s dreams, in highly variable 
incantations. His unusual readings, sometimes performed with his singer 
wife, Marilia, and accompanied by a few musical instruments, have won 
admirers both in and outside Japan. 

The largest selection of Yoshimasu’s works in English translation is 
A Thousand Steps . . . andMore: Selected Poems and Prose 1964-1984, 
translated by Richard Amo, Brenda Barrows, and Takko Lento. It was 
published in 1987 by Katydid Books, Oakland University. 

James R. Morita has analyzed Osiris, the God of Stone in his essay, 
‘In Search of Epic,’’ printed in the Summer 1988 issue of World 
Literature Today, a quarterly of the University of Oklahoma. 
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THE TRANSLATOR 


Hiroaki Sato was bom in Taiwan in 1942, educated in K yoto, and has lived 
in New York City since 1968. He has published a dozen books of Japanese 
poems in English translation. One of them, From the Country of Eight 
Islands, is an anthology of Japanese poetry from ancient to modem times. 
A collaboration with Burton Watson, it won the American P.E.N. 
translation prize for 1982. 

Sato is also the author of One Hundred Frogs, a history of haiku from 
renga to English, The Sword and the Mind, a translation of 17th-century 
treaties on swordsmanship and Zen, Eigo Haiku: Aru Shikei no Hirogari, a 
description in Japanese of haiku composed in English, and That First Time, 
a book of his own poems. 

A former president of the Haiku Society of America and an adjunct 
professor of literature at St. Andrews Presbyterian College, Sato writes a 
biweekly column, ‘“‘Here and Now—in New York,’’ for the Mainichi 
Daily News, an English-language daily published for foreign residents in 
Japan, and a monthly column, Bungaku Mampo (Literary Excursions), for 
the OCS News, a Japanese-language biweekly published for Japanese 
residents in the United States. 
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